A Gawx or Cumss.—In the
m '?tc' bl ! iﬂ, a-‘ 1
Einest pppomdlo we to play at chew ,
we were just sithing down, when the
ty Tuik, who seemed sather | ed
0 grandeur, on the stale cer,

which he hsd driven all others |,y TH:::;:
looks, suddenly shuffled down, 50d Oling
w!mtb us, very coolly set Mons oo Em:z
aside, and intimated that ke hiwsell wopyq §
do me the honor to play with e Theu'B
was something rather comical in (e ui:
of playing chess with a Turk, and althoosh |
he technical terms of that game iy £,

f

iy,

“The wanlon mwhmﬂl”
| more than any other

i Gﬁml;m
that we possess: yet it is difficult sets
torily to answer why we have this regard for

it. Asa lover of the lone, the ivya
ruin, | have ofttn questioned
the cause and bysis of my ¥ -
which was but 3 fingment of whiat migh
have been formerly splendid, intrinsi-
cally possessed but litle to admirs-
tion, yet wreathed in the verdure of the ivy,
was admived ;“but was never satiafied, per-
haps tmwilling to admit the answer that my
mind scemed to give. The ivy is a depen.
dent plant, and delights.in waste and ruin.
We J'o not ofter: tolerate its whex:
the huildinii.:iu repair und ct; but, if
time dilapi the edifice, the ivy takes
jon of the fi and we call it
m; it adorns the castle, but is an in.
dispensable requisite to the remains of the
monastic pile. There is an abbey in the
North of lI-):n Jand, which has been venera.
ted by all its late possessors. It is trimmed,
made neat, and looks, wuch as it
did formerly, except being in ruins. The
situation is exquisite, the remains are spien-

. BY JOSEPH C. SEAL
“Common people, Billy—low, ouery,
common people, can't make it out when
natur's rﬂn gentlewan in the (amily—a
g:\lomnn all
forgot.

complete, only the money’s

If aman won't work all the

 lime—duy in aud day out—if he snokes by
the fire or whistles out of the winder, the
very gals bump agin him and say “get out of
the way loaf’
«But, Billy, wy son, never mind, and
keep not a lettin’ on,” continued Nollikins,
and a beam of hope irtediated his otherwise
, saturnine countenance ; *“‘the world’s a rail-
cushion, swoking a long pipe, the other eod | 04 and the car is comin'—all we'll have
of which was supported by a kneeling slave, o do is 10 jump in chalked free. There
and bowing solewnly o the sultana between | (1)) be o time—something must happen.—
almost every whifl. Rich widders are about yat, though they are
Coffee, sweatmeats, and sherbet. (the | 00009 up 9o fast. Rich widdems, Billy,
most delightful of all pleasant draughts) |, special providences,” as my old boss
were brought 10 mie in COUSIANL SUCCESSION, | ;0 1o spy when | broke 1y nose in the
by two little negroes. and a pretty YOUNg | opiry gt here like ralisto pick up deser.
girl, whose duty it was 1o present me the | ¢in’ chaps when they can’t swim no longeJ.
richly embroidered napkin, the comer of | ywiap you've been down twy'st Billy, and
which 1 was expected 10 make use of as it |, jist off agin, then comes the widder a
Il)’ on ber shou der, 88 she knell belore m.a. floatin’ ‘1('"5‘ Why splml.erdocks ia
These refreshments were offered 10 we in | 50507 1o jt, and & widder is the best of all
beautiful crystal vases, little gold cups, and life-preservers, when a man is most a case,

-

BY MRs. M. L. BAILEY.

o —

Oh! pleasmsut sre the memories
Of childhood's forest home,

And oft, smid the tolls of life,
Like blessed drenms they come:

Of sunset hours when 1 lay entranced,
*Mid shadows cool and green,

Watching the wingoi insects glance,
In summer's golden sheen:

Their drowsy hum was a lullaby
Te Nature's quiet sleeplag.

While o'er the meadew’s dowy breast
The evening winds were creeping:

The plon 's whistle heard afar,
To his humble home returning; -~

And faintly in the gathering shade
‘The firefly's lamp was burniug.

Up in theold cak's pleusant shade,
' hers mossy branches swing,
With gentle twitterings, soft and low,
Nestling with fluttering wing—

Were summer birds, their tender notes
Like love’s own fond caressing,

W hen a mother folds her little flock,
With a whispered prayer and blessing.

uf ll
BY ENILY E. CHUEBUCK.
Mother, has the dove that nestied

Lov thy breast,
!-‘M“-‘f’m ‘Il.k- pimion,

And in darkness gone Lo rest’
, the is dark and dreary,
the lost one is not there;
Hear'st thou nol its
Floating on the L air”
It i* near thee, gentio mother,
Near thee at the cvening hour;
Tts soft kiss is in the zephyr,
it looks up from every flower.
And when Night's dark shadows flecing,
Low thou bendest thee in prayer,
And thy beart focls nearest heaven,
Then thy angel babe is there.

Maiden, hias thy noble brother,

On whose manly form thine eye
Lov’d full oft in pride to linger,

On whese heart thou could’st rely,
Thoagh all other hearts deceived thee,

All proved hollow, sarth grew dear;
Whoee , ever o'er thee,
+ Hid thee from the cold world's sneer,—
Has he left thee here to struggile,

All nnsided on thy way?
Nay, he still can guide and guard thee,

till thy faltering steps can stay;

Still when danger hovers o'er thee,

really using it; |

soine (wenty pais

I must smoke
and sctually smoke—or be
violator of all the laws of breeding.
| The tobacco was o mild Fup;llht
the penance was not 30 greal as m ave
heenpeupecnd: but | could scarely help
langhing ot the ludicrous position” I was
placed in, seated in state an  large square

]
-

i i wi
2 B hent. 1o be deived therefrom.
wished them a good ite, in Greek,
which is a set phrase 1 they 'o-ld
understand ; and they were all so delighted « .
with this proof of intelligence on my part, Turkish language hod certainly formed 5y |
that | narrowly escaped being choked by port of my education, | thoughi, wig, g,
the great bullets of rice which they ly | help of a few of the wonied cxclamasion,
rolled in the palms of their and | it might be managed, 0 we sat down wig,
would have jerked down wmy throat with | 8ll due solemnity. His bead with the gy y
singular dextenity, had 1 not earnestly depre- ban and long beard certainly did ook o
cated 50 oriental 3 proof of good-will. One [commonly fierce over the chess b, bog
corpulent old gentlewan, who scemed 1o | e found no difficulty as 10 the scienee
have had a superior education, sat looking the game : for the word “check,” o5 “ecje®
at me with profound disgust, and affectedly scemed 10 have been convertd iui, Tug,
stroked his yellow slippers whenever they ish as “chok,” and the King he caljel
came in contact with my dress. | special. “pasha ;™ and as he was a first-rate plg __
ly addressed him with a polite invocation h" beat me in_about ten moves, iepeytl
for the increase of his appetite, already 3o | “hok, pasha,” pertinaciously, iill he di§
voracious, that had my wish been fulfilled,

_

mated me outright.— Wavfuring §

The ericket chirps from the hollow tree, among the Greeks and Twrks, dfe.

To the music of the rill,

He than danger is more near,
When in grief thou’st none to pity,
He, the sainted, marks each tear.

Lover, is the light extinguished,
Of the gem that in thy beart
Hidden deeply, to thy being
All itasunshine could impart?
Look sbove! 'tis baraniag brighter
Than the very stars in heaven;
And to light thy dengerous pathway,
All its pew-found glory’s givea,
With the sons of commingling,
Thou the lov'd one mayst forget,
.‘:N oyes flashing, tresses waving,
ay have power to win thee yet;
Baut e'en then that iau epirit
Oft will whisper in thine sar,
And in silence, and at miduight,
Thon wilt know she hovers near.

, thon most sorely stricken
the mourners ng earth,
Clouds balf veil thy brightest sunshine,
Sadness mingles with thy wirth.
Yet, althe’ that gentle basom,
W hich has pillowed oft thy head,
Now is cold, thy wother's spirit
Caanot rest among the dead.
Btill her watchful eye is o'er thee,
the day, amd still at might,
Hers the eye that guards thy slumber,
Making thy youmg dreams so bright.
(! the friends, the friends we've cherished,
How we weep to see them die—
All unthinking they're the angels
That will guide us to thesky!
e ——
Bomnct.

To e picture by Luca Gierdano, in the Museo

Berbonice, et Naples.
A sad and lovely face, with upturn'd eyes,
Teariess, yet full of xriel'.—-rl
How saintiike is the look those features wear!
Such sorrow is more lovely in ils guise
Than joy itseli—for underncath it lies
A calminess that betokens strength Lo bear
Earth’s petty grievances—its toil aud care:—
A spirit that can look through clouded skies,
And see the blue beyond.—Type of the grace

That lit Her holy features, from whose womb

Issued the blest Redeemer of our race—
How littls dost thou speak of earthly gloom!
As littie ns Use unblemish'd Queen of Night,
When euvious cloucs shut out her silver light.
Wirriax Wornsworrs.
Rydal Mount, Westmeoriand, Oct. 22, 1539,

From Wasrfaring Sketches amoug Greeks and Torke
Visit 1o » Turkish Harem.

We shall close our extiacts with one of

the best descriptions of a haremn that we
have had fiom a modern traveler. It

the harem of the Pacha of Widdin, one of

the mnost ;ml‘nif;-uu:- towns of Ralgana.
That geave and important personage had
been =0 much struck with the solemnity and
politeness of the European lady uaveles as
1 order her adautiance w even the sultana’s

nts, and she was conducted b‘\r a
duenna o her highness chamber,

«“We were mterrupted by the arrival of
some filleen or sixteen yvoung slaves, who
came junning into the reom, laughing and
talking like a pany of school girls, each
one pausing at the door 1 make me the
usual salutation, and then clusiering togeth.
er in groups to gaze at me with the 1aost
eager interest. They all wore the same
dreas, and certainly it lookad on them most
singularly graceful, as they stood in a sort
of languishing, indolent atlitude, with their
arms folded, and their long almond-shaped
eyes, halfl closed.
alk
undeineath, of a d:fferent color, falling be.
low the knee, snd finally 2 pair of enor.
mously wide trousers, either wholly red ora
mixture of gny colors, which almost covered
their little yellow slippers. A silk hand.
kerchief and various other omaments were
twisted in their bair with quite as inuch gen-
wine coquetry as is W be found in more

iwili countries, OF all the number,
only three struck me as having any great
claim 10 beanty; but cenainly creatures
more lovely than they were could nowhere
have been seen. Two of them were Cir
cassians, with long fair hair and soft brown
eyes; the ather was, | think, 2 Georgian—
very dark, with beautiful featores, and the
most haughty e ion ol countenance.
It was evident that she was held in
respect as the mother of a fine little boy,
whom she had in her arms. All of them
had their nsils dyed with that odious henna,
with which they disfigure their hands and
feet.

Presently there was a

shuffling
noise heard without, a prodigious rustling of
silk and satin, and the interpreter, hmynsing
in, announced the sultana. The slaves

fell back, and themselves in order.
1 rose up, and her highness entered, 3
ed by two negro and followed by hall
a dozen women. was a tall, digni
i n, of some five and thiny, and
Nothing could be more

y todo this. He used, he smid, o run into

embroidery,
with & berder ofﬁowen,’:ll::mkad in
gold, at least six inches wide. This gar.
ment was about five yards long, 2nd open
ot the two sides as far as the knee, 5o that

swept on the ground in all directions.
Her waist was bound by a cashmere scarf,

-_wnauilkhnllkewhiéﬂm
her

ow heavenly fair

silver trays, of which, for my mi \
dwymnedmpomahrgampply.atl
was obliged o go through a neverending
course of dainties, in order that they might
have an ity of displaying them all.

One lm":iuty I felt it was quite ne-
cessary | should perform, and this was, to
bestow as much admiration on the sultana’s
dress as | knew she would expect me 1o
feel : 1 therefore exhiausted all my eloquence
m
pleased smile, and then, to my surprise, rose
u left the room. 1 was afraid 1 bad
oEandd her - but in & few minutes after,
she returned, in & new costume, equally
splendid and unbecoming, and [ once more
had to express my enthusiasm and delighx,
which scemed greatly to gratify her. She
then returned the compliment, by minutely
inspecting my own diess ; and the slaves,
forgetting all ceremony in their curiosity,
crowded eagerly round 1me.

My bonnet sadly puzzled them; and
when, to please them, I twok it off, they

with my huir uncovered, and could scarcely
believe that | was not ashamed to sit all
day without a veil or handkerchief; they
could not conceive, either, why [ should
wear gloves, unless it should be 10 hide the
want of henna, with waich they offered 10
supply me. They then proceeded to ask

ble to this poor princess, vegetating from
day to day within rwr four walls, as that of
2 bird in the asr must be 10 a wole burrow.
ing in the eerth. Her life consisted, as she
told me, of sieeping, eating, dressing, and
bathing. She never wulked further than

swer for her not having an idea beyond the
narrow limits of her prison.  Itis a strange
and most unnatoral siate to which these
poor women are brought ; nor do | wonder
at the Turks, whose own detestable egotism
alone causes it, should declare that they

| ]
nave 1o SoOuLs.

was rapidly sdvanciag in her good graces;

look at them without pronouncing the wish
that they might live forever, in case | should

low me to caress themy. She had four fne
little children, and the eldest of them, a
boy of six vears old, was so perfect a minia-

wearing even a little sword ; and he came

in bowing with so precisely the same digni.

have thongiul of uﬂ'--rilll-.{ bons-bons 10 the
pasha himsell as 1o this imposing liule per-
sonage.

The sultana’s affection is quile won by
admiration of the children, and, with one

It consisted of a loose ol those sudden thoughts which do honorto | .

jacket, reaching to the waist, another |the female heart in Bulgaria as well as in |

Britain, proposes through the interpreter,
that she and her new friend should be *sis
ters.”  So they swear eiernal friendship,
and in earnest of the compact the lady trav. ‘
eler is obliged 10 receive a handsome dia- |
mond ring.
an impression on the saltana as her book is

But if she made as favorable |

ed the syltena’s gift.

Nover-reavize Moxomasiacs.—]tis
a pity that the trashy literature of the day
should find readers within the walls of a|
college ; yet it is thus that some spend too
much of their valuable time. As an in.
stance of this, | am going to repeat here a
greal story.
me that, during his college life, he read |
three thousand volumes of fiction. Tlhree |
Thousand " you exclaiin ; “mpossible ' hel
must have said three hundred.” Three
thousand, he assured me ; and his veracity
is unquestionable. Nor did the evident re-
gret with which he spoke of it admit of
any motive to exaggerate. But let us see
if it be possible; and if it be, the well
known insatiate appetite, the mania, of
novel-reading, in some persons, makes it
robable. In four years, including one
Lp-yw.l.hen are 1461 days; he had,
then, to read but two volumes and a fraction
daily, Sundays included. Rising eaily,
and reading far into the night, he was able

Boston on his feet, every eveming during
twilight, to the book shops and cuculating
libraries, 0 return volumes and obtain
others. 1 had thought this an unparalleled
instance in the history of novel-reading—as
among students | itis. But happen

praise of it, to which she listened with a

{

me the most extraordinary questions—many | would hurra about comin’ along.
of which I really found it hard to answer. | can keep him !”
My whole existence was as incomprehensi.- |

from one room (o another, and 1 can an. |

Her Lighvess now sent for her children, |
1o show them o me, which proved that ||

and, as | luckily knew well that | nust not |

|

have an evil eye, she was well disposed 10|
receive all my Pra.lar:s ol them, and to al.!

. . . . |
ue of his father, that 1t was quite ludicrous. |

He was dressed exactly in the same way, |

fied manner, that | really should as soon |

likely to make upon her readers she deserv. |

A graduate of Harvard told |01

ing to speak of it 1o a friend, he mentioned
the following : Being with two gentlemen
at a book store in New York, at which
was kept 2 circulating library, one of them
remarked that an acquaintance of his was
accustomed to resd two hundred volumes of
novels a year. The other thought it in.
credible. The first, torning to the book-
seller, asked what was the largest number
|of volumes drawn by one from his
library, in a year. Referning 1o his books,
he found that a certain lady had taken four
hundred and fifty sets, mostly two.volumed,
inaking about nine bundred volumes.  This
would amount, in four years, to 3600; so

like you snd ma.”

HOeVEr wWas.
part il she's got the mint drops,
ask no questions, I'm not

and smokes all the cigars they gives me.

as

no:s‘:o‘kimnen. I can't:and them sort.”
«No, Billy,” said Nollikins, with an en-

couraging smile, “no, Billy, sich indi

h

will do as well, il not better. Now look
here—what's easier than this!  1'm stand-
in’ on the wharf—the rich man tries w0 go
aboard of the steamboat-—the niggers push
him off the plank— in | jumps casplash !
The old gentleman isn't drownded ; but he
might bave been drownded but for me, and

were most dreadfully scandalized 10 see me 'if he had a bin, wheres the use of his

'money then? So he gives me as much as |
want now, and a great deal more when he
defuncis riggler, accordin’ to law and the
practice of civilizad mations. You see—
that's the way the thing works. ['m st the
wharf every day—can't aflurd. to lose a
shance, and 1 begin to wish the old chap
What

“If it 'ud come to the same thing in the
end,” remarked Billy Bunkers, “I'd rather
the niggers would push the old man's little
boy into the water, if it's all the same to
kim. ‘Them fat old fellers are so heavy
when timmive skeered, and hang on so—

!\.’h'\'. I might get drownded before | had

But
we
our-

tume to go to bank with the check!
what's the use of waitin' 7 Couldn’t
shove 'em in some warm afternoon,
solves? Who'd know in the crowd ¥
“I've thought of that, Bunkers, when a
wen was belore me that looked like the
right sort.  I've ofiex said to mysell, <My
frend, how would you like o be washed
for nothin' 7"—but Billy, there might be
mistakes—perhaps when you zet him oat he
couldn’t pay. What then 7'
«“Why, keep s-puttin’ new ones in o sk
ev
<[t won't do, wy friend.-—they'd smoke

the joke—all the riffrad in wwn would be |

pushin’ old geatlemen into tae river, and the
elderly folks would have to give up ravel-
lin" by the steamboat. We must wait, 'm
afeard, till the real thing happens. The
right person will be sure 10 come ulong.”

] hope so; and so it happens quick, |
don't imuch care whether it's the old man,
or his lide boy, or that rich widder, that
gets a duckin’. 'm not prond.”

“Then vou'll see me come the nonsense
over the old folks—wha's loaler now '—and
my dog will bite their cat-—who's ginger.
pop and jam spruce beer, at this present
writin,’ I'd like 10 know?

Thus, wrapped in present dieams, and
future anticipations—a king that is to be—
lives Nicholas Nollikins—the grand exem.
plar of the comer loungers. There he
stations himsell; for hope requires a bound.
less prospect and a clear look.out, that by
whatever route fortune chooses to approach,
she may have a prompt reception. Nicho.

{las and his tribe exist but for to-morrow,

and rely firmly upon thar poetic justice,
which should reward those who wait patient.
ly until the wheel of fortune twrns up a
prize.  They feel, by the zeverous expan-
sion of their souls, by thelr impatience of
ignoble 10il, by their aspiiations afier the
beawiful and nice, tha: their present posi.
tion in society is the result of accident and
inadvertency, and that, if they are not (alse
he nature that is within them, the time
must come when the mistaks will be reoi.
fied, they *shall walk in silk attire and sil-
ler have to spare,” which is not by any
means the case at present.  All that canbe
expected just now, is, that they should spare
other people’s “siller.”

Love or e SvsLime.—A most re
markable instance of animal sagacity has
occurred at the village of Rustington, near
Arundel, in Sussex. Out of a lane lead.
ing from the village to the sca, a cow has
been observed 1o emerge daly a litle be-
fore high water, and 10 walk down on the
sands, and take up a pesition about fifiy
yards from the rising tide ; there she would
stand, evincing every symptom of pleasure,
till the waves reached her (:et, and then
she would very leisurely retire to her
ture agsin. One morning ahe had not been
able 10 get (o the sea side till very nearly
high water, and she was seeu ruuning down

the lane 1o the beach in greot hasie, as if

afraid of being to late 10 enjoy her ac.
customed treat ! Such an instance we be-

lieve wobe unparalleled in natural history. ]

Doubtless her sensitive ears would give due
warning of the advancing waters when

grazing in her quiet pasture: but it seems

very difficult to account for the onimal's

proceedings, except we enterain the iden,
that it had a true perception of, and admira-
tion for, “the sublime and the beautiful'”—
Literary World.

A rervicr Povrricias.—le wasa per.
fect politician, and used (lapwing-like) to

«Well I'm not pertiklar, not I, nor
I'll take a widder, for wmy
and nevar
proud—never
was harrystocratic—I diinks with anybody,

What's the use of bein’ stuck vp, stifiy?
It’s my principle that other folks are nearly |
as me, il they're not constables,

widooals as them don’t know human na.
tur'—but, as [ was goin’ 10 say, if there
ns 1o be a short crop of widders, why
can't somebody leave us a fortin’ *—That

ery day, till you do fish up the nightone.™ |

And plaintively echoes through the wood
The song of the whippoorwill.

Tinged with the last faint light of day,
A white cloud in the west

Floats in the szure sea above,
Like u ship on ocean's breast.

'The evening star as a beacon shines,
On the fur horizon’s verge;

A nd the wind moans through the distant pines,
Like the troubled ocean’s surge.

From lowly vales the rising mist
Curls up the hill-side green,

And its summit, "twixt the earth and sky,
Like a fairy isle is secun.

Away in the depths of elher shine
The stars, serenely bright—

Gems in the glorious diadem,
Circling the brow of night.

Our Father! if thy meaner works
Thus beautiful appear,

If such revealings of thy love
Enkindle rapture here—

If to our mortul sense thou dost
Thy treasures thus unfold;

When death read this sarthly vail,
How shall our eyes behold.

Thy glory—wken the spirit soars
Heyoud the siarry zone,
And in thy presence folds her wing,
And bows before thy throne!
Wasinnerow, August, 1547

[From Sharpe's Magazine, ]
Momuci.
Light dwells with shadows! mountains frown
o'er vales!
Rocks have their bases hidden from our view;
The lightest airs precede the heaviest gales;
The bottest suns proveke the earliest dew!
Ships which shake out their white-winged
spreading suils
Feel most the blasts that in their wake pursue;
Love's sweelest strain some long-lost joy be-
wails;
The toil of many is the gain of few.
Our fuirest hopes, to full fruition grows,
In forins substantial lose ideal grace,
And, ss we seek to clasp in our embrace
The full robed image, it hath turned to stone!
Thus fade our joys! and, loag as years rollon ,
Their shadows measure our decliniag sun!

Berrew's Dialegue with a Liberal Alcalde.

« Alcalde.— The inhabitants of Finister.
ya are brave, and are all Liberals.  Allow
me to look at your passport? Yes, all in
form. Truly it was very ridicalons that
they should have arrested you as a Carlist,

“ Myself.—Not ouly as & Carlist, but as
| Don Carlor himself,

s dlealde. —Oh' most ridiculous,; mis
take a countryman of the grand Baintham
for such a Goth '

“Myself —Excuse me Sir, you speak of
the grand somebady, !

“Alcalde.—The grand Baintham.
who has invented laws for all the world.

He
l

| bappy country ol ours,

his way.

“AleAlde.—In his way! n all ways,
The most universal genios which the world
ever produced : a Solon, a Plato, and a Lope
de Vega.

 Myself —1 have never read his writings.
| have no doubt that he was a Solon: and
as you say, a Plato. | should scarcely
have thought, however, that he could be
ranked as a poet with Lope de Vega.

“Alcalde.—How surprising! | see, in-
deed, that you know nothing of his writings,
though an Englishman. Now, here am |,
a simple alealde of Galicia, yet 1 possess
all the writings of Baintham on that shelf,
and | stody them day and night.

 Myself.—Y ou doubtless Sir, possess the
English language.

““Alcalde.—| do. | mean that part of it
which is contained in the writings of Bain.
tham. | am most truly glad to see a coun.
tryman of his in these Gothic wildernesses.
| understand and appreciate your motives
for visiting them : excuse the incivility and
rudeness which you have experienced. But
we will endeavor 10 make you reparation.
You are this moment free : but it is lawe; |
must find you a lodging for the night. |
know one close by which will just suit you.
lLiet us ir thither this moment., Stay, |
think 1 see a book in your hand.

“Myself.

—The New Testament.

v Alcalde.—What book is that !

«“Myself —A portion of the sacred wri-
tings, the Bible.

“Alcalde.~Why do you camy such a
book with you?

“ Myself —One of my principal motives
in visiting Finisterra was (o carry this book
to that wild place.

“Alcalde.~Ha, ha! how very singular.
Yes, | remember. | have heard that the

P35 | Foglish highly prize this eccentric book.

How very singular that the countrymen of
the grand Baintham should set any value
upon that old monkish book.—Borrow's
lssal“c in Spain,

Tur Wire.—It needs no guilt 1o break

a husband's heart ; the absence of content,
the mutterings of spleen, the untidy dress
and cheerless home, the forbidding scowl
and deserted hearth : these, and other name-
less neglects, without a crime among them,
have harrowed to the quick the heart's core
of many a man, and planted there beyond
the reach of cure, the germ of dark despsir.
before that sight arrives,

dwell on the recollections of her youth, and
cherishing the dear iden of that wneful time,
awake and keep alive the promise she then

“Myself —Oh! you mean Jevemy Ben- |
tham. Yes! avery remarkable an in| Every scason has its peculiar product, and | first a P

did, yet with many it fails to excite in-
terest as it should do. ltis a'bare reality.
A ruin in the West of England once inter-
and drawing it was ex at the time.
tant of a neighboring
ly labored hard in the interval, lnd'rllled
down “all the nasty ivy, that the gentleman
might see the ruin.” He did see it, but
every charm had . These two in-
stances, from many that might be advanced,
manifest that ivy most frequently gives to
these ancient edifices the idea of beauty,
and contributes chiefly 10 influence our feel.
ings when tiewinE them. The ruins of a
fortress, or warlike tower, may often his.
torically interest us from the renown of its
founder or its f, SOme scene trans-
acted, some villain punished, hero tri-
umphant, or cause promoted, o which we
wis{-ed success: but the quiet, secluded,
monastic cell, or chapel, hes no tale to tell ;
history hardly stays to note even its found.
er's name; and all the rest is doubt and
darkness ; yet, shrouded in its ivied folds,
we reverence the remains, we call it pictur.

ue, we draw, we engrave, we lithograph
::2 ruin. We do not regard this ivy asa
relic of ancient days; as having shadowed
the religious recluse, and with it often,
doubtless, piety and faith; for it did not
hang around the building in old time, but is
comparatively a modern u
monastic spoils, a usurper of that which has
been abaudoned by another. The tendril
pendent fiom the orient window, lightly de-
fined m the ray which it excludes, twinin
with graceful ease round some slender shaft,
or woven amid the tracery of the fiorid arch,

lis elegantly ornamental, and gives embel.
| lishment to beauty; but the main body of | superior to any of those at present patented
the ivy is dark, sombre, massy; yet, strip |and sold with high-soonding epithets far be- | year tho sctual produce of his farms. Lot every
‘)ile. and we call it sacrilege, the | yond their deserts. To prepare the Poly- | thing, therefore, which csn, be mesour
the

it from the
interest of
ceases, —

“{ne moment seen, then lost for ever."”

whole is at an end, the effect

{ Vet what did the ivy effect 7 what has de.

parted with it! This evanescent charm
serhaps consists in the obscurity, in the so.
wiety of light it occasioned, in hiding the
bare reality, and giving to fancy and unagi.
pnation room W vxlumd. a llylhitlg w
amuse them.—Journal of a Naturalist,
SRS, E—

little excursions of the naturalist, from habit

and from acquirement, become a scene of

constant observation and remmk. ‘The in.
sect that crawls, the note of the bisd, the

. world. 1 ojant that flowers, or the vernal green leal 3 : i
hope shortly to see them adopled in this - | e peeps out, engages his atention, is re- | (fong-lived) Vicas hereof living under Ring

| cognized as an intimate, or noted from some
novelty that it presents in sound or aspect.

is pleasing or admirable, from causes tha
variously aflect our different temperaents
or dispositions ; but there are accompani.
ments in an avtumnal morning's wocu“:nni
walk, that call for all our notice and admi.
ration - the peculiar feeling of the air, and
the solemn grandeur of the scene around
us, dispose the mind to contemplation and
remark ; there is a silence in which we hear
every thing, a beauty that will be observed.
The stump of an old oak isa very land-
scape, with rugged alpine steeps bursting
through foresis of verdant mosses, with some
pale, denuded, branchless lichen, like 2
scathed ook, creeping up the sides or crown.
ing the summit. Rambling with unfetiered
grace, the tendrils of the briony (tamus
communis) festoon with its brilliant berries,

| green, yellow, red, the slender sprigs of the

hazel,o¢ the thorn; it ornaments their plain.
nbss.and receives a support its own feebleness
denies. The agaric, with all its hves, its
shades, its elegant variety of fors, expands
its cone sprinkled with the {reshness of the
morning ; a wansient fair, a child of decay,
that “sprang up in a aight, and will perish
in a night.” The squirrel, agile with life

an ancient beech, its base ove wita
the dewberry (rubus c@sius,) bim with un-
sullied fruit, impeded in his frolic sports,

half’ angry, darts up the silvery bole again,
to peep and wonder at the strange intruder
on his haunts. The jay springs up, and,
screaming, tells of danger 10 her brood ;
noisy tribe repeat the call, are hushed, and
leave us; the loud lavgh of the woodpecker,
joyous and vacant; the hammering of the
nuthatch (sitta europea,) cleaving its pri
in the chink of some dry or.'lhc
blebee, id on the disk of the purple
thistle, jmifu a limb to forbearance
of injury, to ask for peace, and bid us
*‘Leave hjm, leave him to repase,”

rom its loneliness. Spreading on the li
foliage of the fern, dry and ::wn. (h.h’hf
der has fixed her toils, and motionless in

and mesh beaded with dew, tremhling

the

without a breeze tinkling in the boughs, and

hour; and form, perhaps, a im
sion on the mind, thanP:ny WM byFt:

asted me greatly. The design of revisiling

A few days only elapsed : but the inhabi-
had most kind.

a sharer of

and timidity, gamboling round the root of

the | —Heresies

The cinquefoil, or the vetch, with one lin-
ring bloom yet appears, and we note it

midst watches her expected prey,every thread
with
zephyt's breath. Then falls the *sere
and yellow leal[” parting from its spray

rustling scarce audibly along, rests at our
feet, and tells us that we part too. All
these are distinctive symbols of the season,
marked in the silence and sobriety of the

I doubt if any amount of food would have
satisfied him; but though he gravely re.
| | saw it had no effect in subduing
savageness of his feelings towards e ; |
was still a ghisour, and a thing without a
soul, and therefore 1o he despised : seeing
this, | went 10 my father and begged a little
tobacco from him, with which | returned,
and silently presented to him: “Mashal.
lah, be exclaimed, this was quite another
story ; the soulless thing had a wonderful
instinct for comprehending his precise tastes,
and he instantly became the most afiable
and talkative of old gentleman.— Wayfar.
ing Sketches among the (iveeks and Twurks,

.

Macacray asp e Dexe.—A little in
cident will show you the estimation in which
Mr. Macaulay is held in Paris. Many
months ago, | was walking in the street
with a literary man of some distinction: a
splendid English ef'FJipuge dashed m us,
and | observed, “There goes the Duke of

"  «Bah'” cried the Frenchinan,
uwhat do | care for your dukes'” A few
minutes after, we met a plainly dressed
gentleman, with an umbrella under his
arm and a book iw his hand, trudging
along in the mud, with boots and dress by
po means calculated to look well in the
boudoir of » dutchess. “There's Macau-
lay!” said 1. “Macaulay!” echoed the
Frenchman, “Ah! let's have a good look at
him !”  And to get & good look at the bril-
liant writer, and zreat Parliament orator,
the Frenchman walked as near him as pos.
sible for about five minutes.— French Cor-

| respondent of the Edinburgh Register.

A Fuxevs ror Suavers.—The Poly.
porus squamosus mahes a razor-sirop far

porus for this purpose it must be cut from
the ash tree in autumn, when its juices
have been dried, and its substance has be-
come consolidated. It is then o be flar
tened out fur twenty-four hours in a press,

after which it should be carefully rubbed |
with pumice, sliced longitudinally, and |

Tae Love or tae Youxa. —«T
of boysand girls is an object of whicky
bearded men vent nuch spleen ag
but depend upon it, reader, where it
in reality, it is the sweetest thing that
life knows; it is the violet of our short yy
of existence. The rose is beauwifnl, ridg
in hues, full of perfume and brishiee, o
she flaunts her gay bosom in the sident gun

ly violet, that scents with ber odurous breag,
the air of unconfirmed spring ; the s, (e
timid violet, retreating from the wuze wig,
her blue eye cast down; the fus swen
child of the sweetest season, 1he -,-;,‘1.,-._._:{
the gcnl.lulof all the flowers of the u..‘“,.
the emblem of earnest and inio i alffec.
tion.
No, there is nothing lixe it' [y all sfie
years we may lay our hand npon what oy
we will—pure and iunocent it st be, g
bear the comparison for a moent—hy
say, we may lay our hand upon what jey
we will in alter existence, we shall pever
find anything on the earth like the £y floy.
er of the beart.—@. P. B. James

The proverb cught 10 run, a -I-L-;-. and tus
words are ®oon parted 2 man ol geons
and his money. —Shenston: .

A man of genius mistaking hLis 1l
loses the advantage of bemng divinmde
a fool of being undistinguishied —Niy,
stone. _

-

AGRICULTURAL,

Kexrivg Fanm Accorsre.—Let any farme
make the experiment, and he will find it s
e a8 il is usefal, to know from vear

| weighed: amd let that which eanuot be "o a;‘
| 1o an exact standard, be estimated as if be bm
i self were about to sell or purchase it. Lot
| likewise, as near as possible, measure 1= grouns
| which he plants, the quantity of seed wiich be
uses, and the manner in which he appies The
labor of doing this is unothing compared wily
the satisfaction of having done it an the bege-

fits which must arise from 1. Conpcturs,

every slip that is free fiom the erosions of | these cases, is perfectly wild and uncertua,

| insects be then glued upou a wooden stretch-
ler. Cesalpinus knew all this, and the bar.
bers in his thme knew it 100 . and it 1s nol a

N g = litle vemarkable that so wselul an inven- |
Narvrarist's Avressar Wark.—The | on should, in o age of puffing. advertise. |

ment, and Improvement, like our own,

have been entisely lost sight of. —Dr. Bad

ham's Treatise on Fungusses.
e ——

Tux Vicar or Brav.—The vivacious

+Honr§' the Eighth, King Edward the Sixth,
| Queen Mary, and Queen Elizabeth, was
apist, then a Protestant, then a Pa.
| pist, then a Protestant again. e had seen
some maityrs bumt (two iles off) at
Windsor, and found this fire too hot for his
tender temper. This vicar being taxed by
one for being n twincoat and an inconstant
changeling.—*Not s0,” said he; “for | al-
ways kept my principle, which is this, to
live and die the vicar of Bear.” Such many
now-s.days, who though they cannot turn
the wind will turn their mills, and set them
so, that wheresoever it bloweth their grist
[ shall certainly be grinded.—Fuller’s Wor.
thies.

Dreass.—I thank God for my happy
dreama, a= | do for my good rest, for there
is a satisfaction in them unto reasonable de-
sires, and such as can be content with a fit
of happiness; and surely it is not a melan-
choly conceit to think we are all asleep in
this world, and that the conceits of this life
are as meet dreams to those of the next, as
the phantasms of the night, to the conceit of
the day. There is an equal delusion in

both, and the one doth but seem to be the

and the slumber of the body seems to be
but the waking of the soul. 1t is the liga.
tion of sense, but the liberty of reason, and
our waking conceptions do but match the
fancies of our sleep.—Sir Thomas Brown.

Freenox or Orixiox IspEsTRUCTIBLE.
perish not with their authors, but
like the river Arethusa, though they lose
their currents in one place, they rise up
nﬁn'm in another ; one general council is not
able to extirpate one single heresy, it may
be cancelled for the present, but revolution
of time and the like aspects from Heaven,
will restore it, when it will flourish till it be
sondemned again ; for as though there were
a Metemprychosis, and the soul of one man
passed into another, opimions do find after
vertain revolutions, men and minds like
those that first begat thew.—Sir Thomas

Brown.

A poet that fails in writing becomes often
¢ morose ecritic. The weak and insipid
white wine makes at length excellent vine-
gar.— Shenstone.

Eristizs.—Epistles are the calmest
communicating truth to posterity ; present.
ing history unto us in her night-clothes, with
a true face of things, thongh not in so fine
a dress as in other kinds of writing.—Ful.
w‘

| varviag often with different individuals

emblem or picture of the other; we are|
' somewhat more than ourselves in our sleep, |

Bt
a hundred per cent. Exactmess enables o maa
to form conclusions, which mayv moest eses-
tially, and in innomerable ways, availto b
advantage. It is that alene which can give »
value to his experience.

It I= that which w
make his experience the sure basis of mprove
ment; it will put it in his power 10 give ab
counsel to his friends, apd it is the oaly grou
on which he can secarely place confiden = uim
self.—Norristowen Herald.

From ibe Bosiun ( S

To Maxr coon Berrem v Wivram —Wa
often hear the compluint that winter butter s
poor. Ours was so for seversl seasous. [ wm
very slow in coming, and frothy, while, 301
sometimes bitter; while butler made fiom ¢
same kind of milk in the warm season was
good. | devised many plans for improvewsnt,
such as throwiong in salt, warm muk, soalag
cream, &e.; bat o vo parpese. At lengta |
scalded my mitk when brought from 1 aw
afterwards, setling it in either a cold
place as meost convenivat. | mean | commuu:-
cated sufficient heat to my mitk 10 destray
effect which frosty feed n sutumn or dry
in winter had upon it Since which tume we
hase made (with fifteen minutes charming
purer, sweeler and more yriiulr batter than ws
ever made in summer—and sometimes from 7o
ren cream gradually warmed. And were & oot
that the increase of manufsctures, the pursuit
of fashion, ami other couses combined, readss
helping hands ia the dairy reom, now-a-days
very scarce, | should bo at the trouble of seaid-
ing my milk before setting it, during the som
mer, as well as the winter, for surely, buller
made in this way possesses a delicions rwhness
and dryness which caunot be found in an¥
other. A Hovss-hruree

Serzmior monz oF Coming Hams.— Agresaliy
to your request, | send yoa the process of ca-
ring the hams | sent you in March, which
ceutly called forth the admiration of the Ane
can Agricaitural Association, and the Farmer's
Club at New York.

1 made a pickle of two quarts of salt, lo which
I added one ounce of summer savery,
ounce sweel marjorem, one ouncs allspice, hall
ounce +altpetre, and one pound brown sugar. |
boiled the whele together, and applisd the mix-
tare, beiling hot, 1o one hundred pounds o
ham, and kept in the pickle three or fowr
weeks.

My process of smoking was not the most #3
pensive, but may mot be the less available o2
that account. 1 smoked the hams in a ses
cask, with one head in, with a small hole for the
smoke to come out; hung my hams lo the
head, and used about a peck of mahoguny saw
dust for fuel. 1 them bal one week —
Ex. paper.

Piexiis.—A corrvspondent of the New Eog-
Innd Farmer gives an easysnd efficacious method
of pickling cncumbers, which he learned from
an old ses captain in the, West Indies. The =
eipe is simple, and the superiority of the pickle
cured by its directions has been tested by many

I They nrw effected by nrither
or climate. The following is the recipe

“To ench hundred of cucnmbers put pint
of salt, and pour in boiling water suificien’ '@
cover the whole. Cover them tight to preveat
the steam from eseaping, and in this condition
let them stsnd twenty-fonr heurs. They 37
then 1o be taken out, and after being wiped j=*
fectly dry, care being taken that the skin = wolb
broken, hlhjnhtbhhlhoym“:h'

L. v (if spice in to be used. !t
hp-buld be hlhd'.‘ l:ﬁ:ln vi?u'u.) is then to be
put on them, the jur elosed tight, anl in a forl-
night delicions hard pickies are prodaced, ™

Pressavep Previxs.—Pare and core seme o

ving kettie
mriagl. adil 8
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1 till teader,

of June ; but give me the violet, the dear ogy.

flutter most on that place which was farthest
from his eggs ; exact at the concealing of
his intentions, with that simulation, which
some muake 10 lie in the marches of things
lawful and unlawful. He had perfect
mSu of his jon ; \;ilh the Cas
pian never ebbing nor flowing; and
would not alter h:gmpmul nsl’or-ll
the whipping which satiri wits be-
siowed upon him.—Fuller's Worthies.
To give to them who had plenty before,
inbsﬂhpunl of the ﬂdl.-z-hﬂcr
e ——
_ Malice looks always dlaﬂ,p’pd tiply-
ing glas. E

dew -!.1“-" L H
B

verdant promises, the vivacities of spring, or
the gay, profuse luxuriance of summer.
Journal of @ Naturalist.

De. Axorew Prawe.—This dean
chanced to call a clergyman a fool (who
indeed was little better ;)

“that he would complain thereof to the lord

that the fair one beat the collegian by six
hundred.”’~—Recollections of College Life.

“When Sir Hary Vane was dragged
the Tower-ill, sitting on a sled, to ug

death, as the champion of the English laws,
oma of the sliimde cried out & hism, You
jous a seat.’

Formalities are essential to a vene.
rution in barbarous people, who carry much
0" their brain in their eyes.—Fuller

Tmth,dmnghitmnyhoquﬁionedﬁfa
ansmn,eumtlu passport along with it
for its own vindication.— Fuller.

He that will not Ireely and sadly confess
that he is much a fool, s all » fool.—Ful-
| How dangerous it is for art to stand 0
in the way where ignorance has to pass.

Opportunities admit of no afier.games.

s kindly gave. And, though she may be the

Charles
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